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A Merry Miscellany Brings Poets Together in Laughing Mood
Edwin Arlington Robinson
Defines and Illustrates Poetry

Anthology of R
Culls the

THE BOOK OF HUMOROUS VERSE
Compfiled by Carolyn Welle, George
H. Doran Company

hyming Fun
Wit of Centuries

And koii and darn—and let "im roam.
Of all the husbands on the earth,

The =allor has the finest berth:

For in his cabin he can st

Miss Carolyn Wells has made & BUg® | Anq unil and sall—and lat ‘er knit

suceess—almost a thousand pages—of |

her unchology of sportive verse, con-

taining some 750 pleces, ahd it was . o

waell worth the doing; Austin Dobson

put it briefly:

When the verse, like n piper a-Maying,
Cumes playing— s,

And the rhyme Is as gdy as g dancer,
In answer—

It will Inst till men weary of plensure,
In mensure !

1t will last till men weary of langhter—
And after!

Miss Wells confesses falling short
of her ideal—which was to make a
book holding everything that anybody
might ever wish to find In such a col-
leetlon. But this is only to confess
the lmitations of humanity, and her

achievement mneeds no apology; she
nas displayed well her knowledge of
the suhject nnd her sense of fun—that
glorious gift which transcends even a
sense of humor; and her skill and
taste In =election deserve the heartiest
vralse.  The publisher has done his ims
portant shure aeceptahly: the paper is

amooth and white and the type clear——
necessury detalls in such books of ref-

srence: the volume is well propor-
tioned and not heavy in spite of its
bulk: also, it will He open on the
table. “(“lassification is a vexation,”
as the compiler admite, but she has
managed it well: the conlents are

divided under heads of “Banter,” “The
Fternal Feminine,” “Love and Court-
ship.” “Satire,” "Cyniclam.” “Topi-
grams," “Burlesqua” “Bathos,” “Paro-
dy,” “Narratlve” “Tribute,” “Whim-
spy," “Nonsense ‘“Natural History™
and "Tuniors” with a few “Tmmortal
Stanzas” at the end.

From such a collection extracts must
be inadequate, yet examples can give
some hint of Miss Wells's skill, and
bring back remembered smiles to the
reader.

The place of honor is given to afl-
bert’s marvelloung song of “The Played
Out Humorist™:

Quixotic t& his enterprise und hopeless
his adventure is,

Who seeks for jocularities that haven't

yot been said:
The world has joked incessantly for over
fitty certuries,

And svery joke that's possible has long

ngo been made.

Miss Wells surveys her world from
early times: =he dber got neglect to
inelude two instances of
aumor touching the very serious sub-
jeet of ways and means. Geoffrey
Chauear thus beging~un apostrophe:

TO MY EMPTY PURSE

To vou, my purse, and to none other
wight,

Complain I, for ye be my lady dere;
‘1 am sorry now that ye be light,

¥or, certes, ye now make me heavy

%5 ehere.
v[Thers are dogens of old favorites,
from Lovelace and Donne and Dryden
p-d Cowper and Herrick and Cowley
4nd Prior and Addison and Aytoun and
Ben Jonson and all the company of
the classic great—even Milton is rep-
resented: and succeeding periods pro-
vide their full share, down to “Wal-
tdr Ramal" (Waltern de Ia Mare),
Hilaire Belloe and Wallace Trwin; this

one of Mr Irwin's rhymes comes near |

being a jewel of philosophy in epi-
gram:

A ORAIN OF BALT
Of all the wimming doubly blest,

The sallor's wife's the happieat;
For all she does s stay to home

antique |

And the Rev. Joseph Cook's wit is
hi= “Rhymes for Boston

| recalled in

|

| RIEYME FOR A GHOLOGICAL BABY,

! Tribolite, Grapholite, Nautlus ple;
Seas were calcareous, oceans were dry.

* Eocene, miocene, plliocene Tuff,
Lias and Trins, and that ls enough.

1
.F Frequently one finds an old friend—

At this kind of thing Lewis Carroll |

iswma facile prineceps, yet there are
| several who do not fall far behind
Here i8 the first stanza ol Hilalre Bel-
loc's Iyrie:

THE LLAMA.

The Llama Is a wooly sort of Heecy,
| hairy goat,
With an Indolent expresslon and un-

dulating throat,
Like an unsuccessful literarg man.
And I know the place he lves [n (or at
least I think 1 do)—
It is BEeuador, Brazil or Chile—possibly
Peru:
You must find it in the atlas if you
Can.
Not lesg= entbhralling o study 1&:
THE YAK.

As & friend to the children commend me
the yak,

You will find It exactly the thing;
It will carry and fotch, you can ride on
its back,
Or lead it about with a string.

After all, with all deference to the
others, including W. 8. Giibert, Lewis
Carroll stands alone in his class. The
opening canto, for instance, of

SOME HALLUCINATIONE
He thought he saw an elephant
That practised on a fife;
He looked again and found it was
A letter from his wife,
v At length I realize,” he said,
“The bitterness of life."”

Miss Carolyn Wells's work should
sell by the million, for the million.
The book is like Gilbert's definition of

“Life"—"a pudding full of plums.”

| long lost. The last stanza of Fran
M. Whitcher's “Can't Calculate” comes
back lke an echo through the yvears—
most apt to-day:

I' Can't caleulate with no precision,

On naught beneath the sky:

I And so I've come to the declsion

| That “taln't worth while to try,

| And one Is glad, also, to have the

| full text of James KennethsStephen's

“Millennium,” with Its amusing (if

rather fl-natured) climax:

When mankind shall be delivered
From the clash of magazines,

And the Inkstand shall be shivered
Into countless smithereens ;

When there stands o muzaled stripling
Miute with a muzzled bore:

When the Rudyards cease from Kipling
And the Haggards Ride no more!
Stephen Crane s represented by a

sjingle stanza:

THE MAN.
A min sald to the universe,

"Sir, 1 exist!™ ~
“Howsever,” replled the universe,
“The fact has not created In me

A senge of obligation.™

The magniflcent parodies by Swin-
burne of his own manner are treas
ures. Here {= the opening of

NEPHELIDIA,

From the depth of the dreamy decline
of the dawn through a notable

nimb o bul v

Pallid and pink as the palm the flax

flower that fllekers with fear of
the flles as they fibat,

Are the looks of our lovers that lus-
trously lean from a marvel of
mystle miraculous moonshine,

These that we fee] in the blood of our

blushes that thicken and threaten
with throbs through the throat?

Az a parody of what Is poasibly tha
standard nonsense poem, F. G. Harts-
wick's verse called (clumsily enough)
“Somewhere-in. Burope-Wocky,"  de-
sorves a wide audience. Here is the
opening:

"Twas Brussels, and the loos llege
| d meuss and arras in latour;

All vimy were the metz maubege,

| And the tsing tau narnur.

Even If Mr. Gelett Burgess's lyric
of the “Purple Cow" has been “trans-
lated in all modern languages, includ-
ing the Beandinavian"-—much ean be
sald for the claims of another of those
liguid notes of The Lark—the apos-
trophe 1o

MY FEET.

My feet, they haul me round the house,

They holst me up the stalrs;

1 only have to steer them, and

They ride me everywheres,

A .few limericks must suffice to
stand for the whole noble company.
How many persons remember this one,
‘which Dante Gabriel Rossett] wrote:
l Thers is a young artist called Whistler,
|

Who in every respect (s a bristler;
A tub of white lead
Or a punch on the head
Come equally handy to Whistler,
Here is 6 chip from Oliver Herford's
workshop:
| THE LAUGHING WILLOW.
To sec the Kaiser's epitaph

Arnold Bennett taking a
Crisp,

i

lesson in scenario writing from
in a London studio.

A Sailor’s Log of

THE
B P

ROUND THE HORN BEFORE
MAST. By A. Basil Lubbock.
Dutton & Co.

Of the fact that the world loves
books of the sea the enduring fame
of Richard Henry Dana's “Two Years
Before the Mast” bears witness, the
story of which Clark Russell once said
that every time he saw the American
flag he regretted that Dana's tale had
been born under it. A, Basil Lubbock's
journal of one-half siich a voyage as
Dana made, which he telle in “Round
the Horn Before the Mast,” seems
fated for some such life ag the great-
ost sea tale in our liternture; for eigh-
teen years aftor its first publication
in England, with four editions and five
reprintings to its credit, this book now
makes its firs{ appearance in this
country.

The keeper of the Journal which
forms the text of this narrative Is ob-
viously the adventuring type of Eng-
lishman, for the reader learns in his
pages that the wriler had been In the
Klondike and prospecting in Vancou-
ver before he shipped aboard the four-
masted bark Royalshire in July, 1888,
in Ban Francisco, as a foremast hand

Would make a weeping willow laugh.

for the voyage to England, and

—_

THE TORCH AND OTHER LECTURES
AND ADDRESSES. By George Ed-
wird Woodberry. Harcourt, Brace &
Howe.

Reviewed by °
JOHN GARRETT UNDERHILL.
The second volume of the collected
wagnys of George Edward Woodberry
is made up of two sgeries of studies
originally dellvered In the form of lec-

tures at the Lowell Institute in Bos-
won and at the Brooklyn Institute, al-
though mention of the later Is dis-
oreetly =uppressed. The (lrst series,
under the general title of The Torch,

I a comprehonsive study of the three
groat llterury conventlons or trans-
formations of human experience
which underlie the civilization of the

Westorn World—classic mythology, the

Hebrew Seriptures and the medieval
concaption of chivalry. These are fol-
lowad throuegh the modifications which
they suffersd during the Rennlssance

at the hands of writers sach as Mil-
ton, and, later of such comparative
medinme ag Wordsworth and Shelley.

in the latter part of the book Mar-
lows, Byron, (lray, Tasso, Camoens nnd
Lucretius  nre  discussed, together
with some general considerations upon
the nature of poetry A number of
occasional papers of minor value are
appended at the close,

In the daye when Mr. Wondberry
was atl the helght of hix caresr as a
teacher and young newspaper men
from the downtown district were flont-
ing up to Columbia to =it in at au-
topsios upon Latln and Portoguoese
apics |t war a common practieoes among
the students to make scerst pilerim-
ween to Beverly for the purpose of
feasting thelr avea upon a clandestine

view of the home of the master, Om
one oceasion a partloularly deveted
pupll
tion the Ientity of the unpretentinus
frame structure at which he was
gnging acrosa the street, Inquired of
a passerby whoether Prof. Woodberry
In fact lived there. “Prof. Wood.
berry?" exclalmed tha gentieman in
surpriss, "“Yar, Prof. Woodberry of
Columbla University, the distingulshed

eritle.” “Oh,” repled the gentieman;
“true. there Iz n person of the name
living there. He toaches schoal, I be.
flave. somewhare or other out Wost"
Prof. Woodbarry may have heen a
Brahmin In New York, but he wops

very far (rom |7-.n"? anything of the

’

anxious to verify beyond quess |

kind in Boston. It is easy to see In
restrospect that it was this fsolation
which afforded him opportunity for
development., Certainly he was the
| most detached person who ever be-
| came a great teacher,

Individually, these exsays are finely
tempersd appreciations of the great
writors of whom they treat, and as
such they take their place in the front
rank of contemporary criticism. The
chier interest of the volume, however,
| arises from the fact that it presents
| in small compass the gleanings of Mr.
i\\’omltmrr}"s academic life. While not
| concerned directly with the more gen-
| eral phases of eriticiam, It & an epit-
ome of his work In Its final and
most richly mellowed phase., During
the past two decades our col-
leges hfve produced endless accumu-
lations of scholarly detall, together
with no small store of the amenities,
bt nothing to approximate the ripe-
ness and depth of thess pagesa. They
are the outgiving of a mind of ex-
treme sensitiveness, which has mg-
tured slowly to personality, the ex-
pression of which Is here complete,

A great deal of water has flowed

| longer do in thls eonnection to speak
af anything so fixed as bridges—since
the '80%, Carman and Hovey were
then radieals in New York; Robert
Bridges and Kipling, innovators of
daring; Amy Lowell, Masters, Frost,
the new verse, the new painting, the
new drama, (or the most part lay still
in the future. Art has become much
froer in substance, looser In form.,
FColumnists in thome days did not pub-
| lish in the morning papers the names
|of thelr friends who had entertained
thom at dinner the evening previous.
Heside all this, Mr, Woodberry appoars
vastly aple

Literature to him i= not a matter
lof dirert (ndlvidusl expression, but
la lite of eulture. Tt e a discipline
rather than a lyric cry, to be sure not
devold of personal elements nor of
practical wisdom, but thess things are
strictly of secondary service. Tts value
does not resids (n any broadening of
| the personality, but In eséaping from,
| ar perhaps better, In a sublimation of
Lit, untfl it is fused with the forme of
a racial, cultural Jdeal, which In nesn
| most elearly In history, whare It may
e ohserved In perspective. Bsauty

10

under the critical pontoons—It will no |

appears him ohjectively, to be
enternd into and so Tes

shirod

and

. A Tale of Beverley and Its Prophet

created under enduring  forms from
age to age. “The poetic life Is not
the privilege of some, but the path of
all, and the passion and the power
to lead It Is the measure of every
man's soul, Man may be great In
other ways, great In tralle and poli-
ties and war; but they are great In
soul In proportion as they are poets
« « « 1 am the more struck, I
think, as I grow older, with the sense
of how small a part of mankind. and
how few persons In any generation,
really posscss the higher fruite of
civilizatlion; and consequently how
frall Is man’s hold on the good he has
#0 hardly won.” This may appear, in
the qualification of the last phrase, to
be the attitude of the critics, not of
the poet, but it is as 4 critic that Mr.
Woodberry will chlefly Hve.

To the student, of course, he pre-
sented a personal side. He possessed
A qulet, not to say a homely humor,
and a sense of gallantry which in-
duced him to correspond with the
dean of Barnard In red Ink. It was
that tolepant, half-unconscious humor
whirh in reality is Interprotative and
smoothes out readily rough places by
the way. But {t never appears In his
books. These move Ine another world
apart, perfect In ldeal type, of which
only the emotlon is of the presen.
In style he = a colorist, and his color
derives not from his personality, but
from hig subject. No grace is sald
befors ment. One sites down at his
board and engages in immediate con-
verse with the anclents.

This s a period of the dissolution
of ol traditions, of the breaking up
of old formulas and of ad turing in
the search of new. Mr. oodbarry’s
earller writings are a summarization
of the body of mathetie doetrine as It
existed at the close of the nineteenth
cantury, his later works the expres-
slon of a culturnl idea which Is clas-
sl In oonception, while it Is at the
samn time modern In sympathy and
contemporary in spirit. The keenness
of his inaight has been due in large
measura to his prevision for the be-
ginning of the radical movement n
much of its detall. These studies are
rich In overtones, and are vitalized
by that humanity which is the wis-
dom of great lterature. As the read-
er turna their pages he hecomes sen«
aible that the author I=2 moving among
eqtale—ihe xine gua non of eriticism
that i= fittad to ondure. |

His Voyage

From California to England

through a scant reference on a later
page one learns that Lubbock served
in the Boer war. The writer is also
an artist and several academic marine
drawings illustrate the voyage and its
incidents,

To readers of maritime literature
the general outlines of such a voyage,
told almost log fashion, are now thor-
oughly familiar. The hard and unfa-
miliar labors of a green hand; the ai-
versified elements in the crew; the
considerable amount of discussion of
Insufficlent food and the nauseous
liquids served out as tea and coffee;
the long, pleasant days in the Pacific;
the terrifying hardships of the pas-
sage around the Horn; the doldrums
of the western ocean, and the inevi-
table “head on” gales as the end of
the voyage drags near. All these are
in Mr. Lubbock's book, set Bown sim-
ply and with an engaging, humorous
charm in which complaints have little
place. The writer was evidently fas-
cinated by the sallor’'s chanteys, for
he quotes practically all the best
known ones at one time or another in
his journal.

Just why he found so much pleas-
ure in the hard work, lnck of food,
physical Injurles and sheer hardship
off the Horn that came to him is best
shown by his appreciation of the joy
that comes from dolng well the job at
hand. The reader catches his philos-
ophy to the full in this passage: "The
steering of a blg square-rigged sailing
ship Is, 1 think, a most fascinating
job, ; . In wsolitude I leant
against the wheel and meditated, gaz-
ing over the foam-flecked sea and
drinking in the unspeakable grandeur
of the great deep. Bofore me rose
the bellying salls, and from forward
the sounds of toll and sweat came
floating aft, sharp commands, the
chorus of a chantey, cries from aloft,
the rattle of blocks, the stamps of
many feet, the flapping, cracking
sound of a sall being sheeted home;
whilst around me, but for the syirl of
the water nlongside, all was silent.
Whilst they worked, the ship was in
my hands: T steered her, I showed her
the way to go, I kept her from pranc-
Ing away to one side or the other;
with inexorable hand grasping the
spokes I held her on her course, ever
and anon casting an eye to windward.”

Africa as a Refuge

THE JEWS OF AFRICA. By Sidney
Mendelssohn. B. P. Dutton & Co.
The history of the Jewish race is

remarkabla because of theilr wander-

ings, and so the subject of the Jews in

Africa appealed to Mr. Bidney Men-

delssohn, who had done much to de-

velop South Afriea. He devoted the
last yvoars of his life to research in
this field, find this posthumous volume

Is interesting and importamt for the

new information here brought

together, The author confines his
volume to the Jews In northern Africa
and says nothing about the part his
people played iIn  developing the
dlamond Industry and In trade, He
welghs evidence carefully and doos
not indorse the rather vague legends
of sarly Jewlsh colonies In Carthage,

Ethlopin and Abyasinin, Each coun-

try is treated separately, but there

In unity to the gtory because Jewish

fortunas run a parallel course,

Most of the Jews who fled from
Europe at different times took refuge
under the tolerant Moalems of Africa.
They preserved the anclent garb of
thelr race, but thelr belief and ritual

underwent many striking changes.
During the last cemtury the Mo-
h d comm: d to oppress the

Jew, and he was saved by the Chris-
tinn Powers from economile and social
degradation. Mr. Mendalssohn wrote
with much enthusiasm and he drew
vivid  plotures  of  the renowned
Maimonides, Teanc Ben Sheshet and
Bamuel Palnchwe.

eat” can only be a part of & tin-

THE THREE TAVERNS —A Book of
"oems. By Edwin Arlington Robin-
son.  The Macmillan Company.

Reviewed by
EDWIN CARTY RANCK.
1 once asked the late Madison

Caweln for a definition of poetry.

“Poetry,” he sald, “ls the metrical
or rhythmical expression of the emo-
tlons occasloned by the sight or the
knowledge of the beautiful, the melan-
choly and the noble in nature and in
man."

Many years later, Iin talking to Ed-
win Arlington Robinson, 1 repeated
this definition and asked Mr. Robinson
what he thought of it. He was silent
for some time, and I could see that he
was going over Cawein's words carc-
fully in his mind.

“It is one of the best and truest
definitlons of poetry I ever heard”
he replled at length, “but I should say
that poetry is a language that tells us
through a more or lesa emotional re-
action something that cannot be said."

Certainly Mr. Robinson’s own work
lives up to that definitlon. He i{s an
Interpreter of life, and tells us through
the medium of his poetry truths about
men and women that are uncannily
clairvoyant In their understanding of
human nature, There are lines in his
best work that illumine the crannies of
the soul Hke torches and give the
reader a glimpse for a brief instant of
unsuspected secrets., He possesses
this gift more abundantly than any
other poet writing in this country to-
day, With a few subtle words he can
paint a full fength portrait of a human
heing that is startlingly lifelike,

Mr. Robinson's ability to say much
in little ia demonstrated in his latest

volume of poems, “The Three Tav+

erna.” His apt figures of speech bloom
so prodigally in these pages that one
is constantly tempted to quote. “The
Valley of the S8hadow,” for instance,
contains dozens of lines that arrest
and hold the attention not only for
their subtle Insight into life sbut for
their sheer beauty of phrasing. To
cite: “penasi of dr " “debt-
ors of illualons,” “thirsting heirs of
golden sieves,” “blighted sons of won-
der,” “Time's inexorable tenants,”
. ative wreckage," "creepers
among catacombs where dull regrets
were torches" “drinkers of wrong
waters,,” “daughters older than the
mothers who had borne them,” and
“maidens very gquiet with no quiet in
their eyes."

They are all there, stumbling on
their way through the Valley of the
Shadow, which s life—human beings
with bewllderment in their hearts
and a question on their lips. A feeling
of infinite compassion for these stum-
blers breathes from every stanza of
the poem, which ends on this high
note:

So they wers, and so they are; and as
they came are coming others,

And among them are the fearless and the
meek and the unborn,

And a question that has held us hereto-
fore without an answer

May ablde without an answer until all
have ceased to mourn.

For the?children of the dark are more to
name than are the wretched,

Or the broken, or the weary, or the
baffled, or the shamed ; s .4 ia

“The Wandering Jew.” *“The Three
Taverns,” *“The Flying Dutchman,”
“John Brown," “London Bridge," "The
Mill,"” “Lazarus" and “Tasker Nor-
erogs,” the last heing o mMost sSuccess-
ful attempt to deplet & man without 5
personality-—an undeveloped human
nogative.

Among the shorter poems “Souve-
nir" |s Mr. Robinson aj his very besi.
This sonnet ig compact with beaut: .
and is pervaded by a retrospective
wistfulness that makes its appeal pe-
culiarly poignant:

A vanished house that for an hour 1 knew

By some .forgotten chance when T was
young

Had once a glimmering window overhung

With honeysuckle wet with evening dew

Along the path tall dusky (dahling grew,

And shadowy hxdrangeas= reached and
swung

Ferociously ; and over me, among

The moths and mysteries. n blurred bar

flew.

Somewhere within there were dim pres-
ences”

Of days that hovered and of years gon
hy.

I walted, and between thelr allences

There was an evanescent faded nolse

And though a child, T knew it was tis
volee ¢

Of one whose ocoupation was to die.

Russell in Russia

BOLSHEVISM ;: THEORY AND PRAC-
TICE. By Bertrand Russell. Har-
court, Brace & Howe.

The Hon. Bertrand Russell, helr pre
sumptive to an earldom, is a believe:
in scientific Communism, which I

I1d the only solution of the proii-

There are bullders of new ma
the Valley of the Shadow,

And among them are the dying and the
blinded and the maimed.

“Thig Is by far the higgest poem in
the book. but other notable poems are

A Venezuelan Balzac

THE MAN OF GOLD. By Rufino
Blanco Fombona. Translated by Isaac
Goldberg. Brentano's

Reviewed by
W. B. McCORMICK.

Latin-American novellsts fashion
their styles after the French masters
of reallsm just as their national build-
ings and commerclal structures take
on the forms of modern French
architecture. So It is not an uncom-
mon experience In reading the first
novel of the Venezuelan author and
poet, Rufino Blanco Fombona, to be
translated into English, to-find that
Balzac s obviously his master and
model, & resemblance which we find
has already been noted by a distin-
gulshed Brazllian writer who “com-
pliments the author of the ‘Man of
Gold' for his Balzacllke scenes and
personages.” Indeed, Don Camilio
Irurtin, the golden man of the title,
might have stepped out of a page of
Balzac just as the description of that
usurer's wretched home mnear the
Candelaria Square in has
been foreshadowed by the author of
“Pere Goriot.”

That immeortal French father, whose
only fitting counterpart in our liter-
ature is King Lear, comes quickly to
mind in connection with the miser of
Caracas, since love was the dominat-
ing passion in the lives of each, domi=
nating in the sense that it hrought
both Frenchman and Venezuelan their
saving grace. Nothing could well be
more sordid than the life of Irurtla,
the usurer, before he met the three
Agualongas sisters; nothlfig conld well |
be more touching and refining than
his experience in falling in love with
the patlent Rogaura Agualongas, who,
with her two sisters, proposed to sell
the family manslon in order to provide
a marriage portion for their niece, the
cocotte Olga Emmerich. Contrast the
plotures of Irurtia and Rosaura as
Fombona sketches them.

Irurtia was "lanky, skinny, little bel-
lled: his wrinkly skin seemed to cover
only bonea. He had long legs,. long
arme, a long face and a long nose. He
was short only In words, and, as rumor
had it, in giving. He was ghort, too,
in his attire, for his frock coat harely
reached to his upper thighs, and his
trousers, more wrinkied than an ac-
cardlon, scarcaly came to hls ankles,
as It Trurtla were forever ready to
Jjump over a puddle. He was gray eyed
and gray haired; his clear, darting Hit-
tle eyes and the whitish wisps of his
mustache accentunated hiz peaked face
that had something of the burglar
abhout it, imparting to Irurtia’s counte-
nance the aspect of a creature half
fellne and half rodent. His face and
hirs hands were hairy: here and there
little islands of patches, where the halr
had been scraped off, ax if by one
shaving himself In haste or In the
dark, floated about In his hollow
choeks and his bony jaws, He was
as lanky as Don Quixote, and even
grayer.”

The Latin freedom of expression so
marked In this description (finds
equally full play In the portrait of
Rosanura, who "had a pair of heavenly
black eyes: but Rosaura’s glance was
filled with a soft glow and her very
long eye lashes and her half closed
eye lida imparted to her a melancholy
appearance, Her skin, of dull lustre,
was of amber hue. Her nose dellcate;
her lipe full; her bust ample; her
arms plump. In her left cheek, near
the corner of her lips, there was a
pretty lttle oval shaped mole, Her
hipas were gracefully curved. She wans,
with her thirty-slx years, an appetiz-
ing woman."

And this was the shy, exqujsite
ereatore, as good as she was lovely,
who was to he the bBalt to ensnare
Irurtin  and his fortune Into the
clutches of Olga Emmerich, that she
might enrich her married life with the
shabby “journalist,” Andres Rata. In
addition to the bait of Aunt Rosaura's
beauty Olgs sought for an ally in her
sehemes In Gen. Chicharra, whose pro-
totype is the unspeakable Hulot of
“Cousin Batte,” But the "love inter-

Ameriean tale when the author of it Ts
more or lega of a revelutionary aer i
Fombona, an Thanez in little. He has

countrymen, as he does through the
place hunting and “never sufficiently
estimated Gen. Chicharra,” who event-
ually succeeds In making Irurtia Min-
{ster of Finance and Public Credit, the
final stroke of Fombona's political sa-
tire. He reserves his soclal cynicism In
its noxious flowering for his final epi-
sode, the picture of Olga running away
from Andres Rata and Caracas, like
another Carmen, with a travelling bull
fighter.

Sultry reallsm is the pervading tone
of the story. But it has its passages of
saving beauty In the llves and the
menage of glaters Agualongas,
with their sarifices to Olgu's shabby
and deserved fate.

South America

THE STATES OF SOUTH AMERICA.
By Charlea Domville-Fife. The Mae-
millan Company.

A thousand books have been writ-
ten on Bouth America In the effort to
destroy the illusion buflt up by O
Henry, Richard Harding Davis and
others that the southern continent ls
a land of romance, revolution and
blithe, poetic adventure,

The writers have tried to erase this
notlon of South America from the
public mind by substituting for it an-
other more practieal, and so they have
called it *“the land of opportunity’”
These staid, utillitarian authors have
plled high their volumes of statistical
information, their accounts of natural
resources, their deseriptions of the
clties and listing of taxes and customs
regulations.

But tn all but those who have actu.
ally turned to South America for busl-
negs that continent has remained the
haunt of sudden uprisings and slow
serenades,

Take the book on hand as an ex-
ample. Here are leas than three hun-
dred fact ja pag coplously
sub-titled and earefully pruned of ex-
traneous material; yet despite its
range and moss of detall the romance
of the nelghbor continent slips In.

Writing of the Argentine the author,
Charles Domville-Fife, saya:

“The extreme south of the country
in formed by Tierra del Fuego, or Ant-
artle Argentina, which 1s divided from
the mainiand by, the Straits of Magel-
lan, This wild and broken country Is
swept by the breezea which come
across the ocean from the lee flelds
which surround the south pole.

“Sheep farming I8 at present the
principal industry of this great, lonely
reglon, but beneath the rugged sur-
face of the mountains and In the
rivers gold has been found in large
quantities. Hardy prospectors.s sun-
ably equipped, might here find $eins
and washings as rich as In Alaska™

When describing the reglon of the
Amazon he Is foreed out of his trite
text book style to this: *, . One
must be prepaced to underiake feats
of exploration In little known and vast
lone lands. 8o thick and impenetrable
are the forests of Amazonia that many
glades are dark even when the sun is
at meridian, and the traveller feels as
though he had been lowered into n
huge pit of gorgeous tropical growth.”

And a0 until the end. Deseriptions
of night riding gauchosd, strange cus-
toms, romantic histories, word pict-
ures of tropieal scenery, breath cntoh-
Ing prophecies and astonishing tales
of what has already taken place color
the drab matter of factness of the
hook.

The writer, formerly a correspond-
ent for the London Times and the
author of other books on Bouth Amer-
len, has written this volume as gulde
and encouragement to Britlah manu-
facturers and entreprencurs who want
to enter the South American fleld.
The hook should prove Interesting, and
perhaps saddening, to Al mer-
chants who are beginning to lose their
business there.

An a brief introductory hand book
on South America the book ought to
be of value to commeralal travellers,
students and others about to take up
a study of Latin-American conditiona
Tt has n good Index, an appendix and
the chapters are all earefully . sub-
Alvided, all of whish ought to make it

to "exposc” the shabhy politice of his

tnndy nn a reference volums,

lems of soclal reconstruction, but h
does not think that the Bolshevist ex-
periment is an- adequate expression
of Communism, or that it is headed I
the right direction. In fact, his an-
alysis of what it has done, and i
dolng, is the most shattering critielsm.
The basic¢ reasons for its failure he
finds in it= “dogmatism of hatred.”
Says he:

“‘To injure capitallsts is not the uiti-
mate goal of Communism, though
among men dominated by hatred it
Is the part that gives zest to their ad-
venture. ., . The desire to destroy
is inspired by hatred, which Is not a
constructive principle. . . It is only
out of a quite different mentality that
& happler world can be created. .
A quite different conjuncture must sec
ita inauguration; men must be per-
suaded to the attempt by hope, not
driven to it by despair.”

In his earlier chapters he gives
vivid account of what he saw in Bol
shevist Russia; of the utter destruc
tion of Industry, the lack of food and
the general debacle of soclety. He ad-
mits that “all power is In the hands
of the Communist party, who number
about 800,000 in a population of 120,-
200,000, He finds In Bolshevism =
mixture of the tralts of the French
revolution “with those of the rise of
Islamism"; Bolshevism tends to be-
come a rellglon of the intensest fa-
naticism. He is not cheerful as to the
future, as he sees but three possible
issues from the present confusion
Looked at more narrowly, he pre-
dlcts:

*“I find it tmpossible to believe that
later developments will reallze more
fully the Communist Ideal. If trade is
open with the outer world there will
be an almost Irresistible tendency to
resumption of private enterprise. If
trade Is not reopened, the plans of
Asiatic conquest will mature, leading
to a revival of Zenghisa Khan and
Timur. In neither case Is the purlty
of the Communist faith likely to sur-
vive"

The book as a whole ig perhaps the
most iluminative and informing ac-
count that has vet been given In small
compass of what Bolsheviam is and
what It Is actunlly doing.

The Confidante

EVE TO THE RESBCUE. By BEthel
Hueston. HBobbs-Merrill Company.
In “Eve to the Rescue,” BEthel

Hueston has lved up to her repu-

tation as a popular writer of fiction

for girle of all ages from 18 to 30,

Bveley Alnsworth s an “Amerfean-

izer,’ a peacemaker, o healer of dames-

tie troubles, the confidante of friend-
and strangers allke. Tt is her philoso-

phy that duty, with one exception, Ix

synonymous with anything disagree-

able or hateful te do, The exeception
that really proves to be every one's
duty Ia “to, love somehody clse with
all his heart”—an obligation apparent

In the opening pages of the book

though voleed only fn the concluding
ngraphe. y
“Fve to the Rescue'” Is a pleasant

and Innocuous little romance, with
geveral scenea of melodramatic move-
ment.

Do You Visit the West
Indies this Winter?
Good books te read first are:

The Book of {

the West Indies

B{_h.Ae*. HYATT VERRILL

moet all-around useful and
at the same time readable account
in print of what youshould know
about the islands and see in them.
Fully illustrated, $4.00

The Cradle of the

Deep

EySirFREDERICK TREVES
An account of a vmg to the
West Indies and probably the
most glorious book ever written
on thess islands of
their romantic history

war and earthquake. $3.

These should be on sale in
your bookatore; of not they

o can be Jfrom
E. P. Dutton & Co., 681 5th Av,,
New York.




